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1 FOUND TK6 CHAI« IN THE PlTCW BLACKNESS. A 
STRANGE CDOK , LIKE THAT OP A DANK AND DECAWIff 
CWE, FILLED THE ROpM. (WiUUS VOICE CAME TO «e 
FROM ONE 5IDE OF THE ROCWi r 8UT X COUlPVT SEE 
A THINS IU THE TOTAL DARKNESS . 
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T3&UL AND 

THE OTHER TWO 
SCIENTISTS BE- 
GAN TO MAKE 

THEIR WAY 
THROUGH THE 
DENSE GROWTH, 
|T WAS NEAR 
NIGHTFALL WHEN 
COMPLETELY BV 
ACCIDENT THEY 
CAME UPON THE 
ENTRANCE. TO 

A STRANGE 
UNDERGROUND 

CAVERN . 
OR. REED WAS 

INSTANT LV 

6K.GTEP , ■ 



well, all legends 
have sowe form 
of tall tale about 
them ■ let's investi- 
gate further 
c-entlemen 





"OhSR SCIENTIFIC CURIOSITY 
AT FEVER PITCH , THE MEN 
WENT DEEP INTO THE CAVERNS, 
HONEYCOMBED WITH TUNNELS/ 
MARVEL INS AT tweiR FIND. BUT 

FINALLY— I ■ : 

' GENTLEMEN, I'M 

AFRAID WE'RE LOST '. WE 
WERE CHILDISHLY FOOLISH MOT 
TD MARK OUR TRAIL 1 I--X WAS 
SO EXCITED I JU5T FORGOT J 




iSKPLORlUG 
FURTHER M THE 
UNDERGROUND 
CATACOMBS, THE 
SCIENTISTS 
DETECTED A 
STRANGE ODOR, 
AN ODOR IMPOS- 
SIBLE TO IDENTI- 
FV, THAT MINGLED 
WITHTTHE DANK 
AND MUSKY 
SCENT OF THE 
CAVERNS. AND 
FINALLY , STILL 
HOPELESSLY 
LOST i THEY 
MALTgP AS — 



* IT'LL SAVE TIME IF YOU 
TWO INVeSTIGATE THAT 
TUNNEL AND I'LL LOOK, 
INTO THIS ONE . LET'S SAY 
TEN MINUTES OF EXPLORING;/ 
AUD THEN WE RETURN 
HERE TO SEPORT. 
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GOOD! THEN I KNOW I CAN J 
TRUST MY SECRET WITH 
YOU-' I'M A , 
WARLOCK' 




i£ couip have become champ, put 
' he didn't heed my warning.' you 
see, once i put a spell on a pair of 
boxing gloves they become more 
anymore powerful every time 
they're used, the first time 
jackson used the gloves he kayuep 
his opponent. the second time, he 
broke his opponents jaw.' 
i pegged jackson to let mb take 
the spell off the gloves before, he 
ic\uev someone with them amf 
had to pay the curse of 
the gloves: 



ONCE THE SPELL IS . 
THE BOXING GLOVE 5, 
PERSON USING THEM 
ONE ELSE, HE HAS TO 
LIFE HE'S TAKEN WITH 
AND JACKSON WOULDN'T LISTEN 

TO ME-' HE KILLEC? 1 — 

ufc THICC > *S WHAT 




P^THEY FOUND POOR SAM 
BATTERED TO DEATH IN HIS 
ROOM THE NEXT DAY.' THERE 
WAS NO ONE OR ANYTHING IN THE 
ROOM WITH SAM EXCEPT THE 1 
CURSED GLOVES. THE POLICE - 
COULDN'T FIGURE OUT HOW HE HAD 
BEEN KILLED, BUT I KNEW THE 
TRUTH. THE CLOVES HAD DONE ITJ 



WORLDS Of FEAR 




WORLDS OF FEAR 




U£X MORGAN PIPN'T BELIEVE ME ANP 
FOR A WHILE THESE 1 WAS DOUBTING 
MYSELF.' PUT WHEN WE REACHED 

THE P.ECORP RDOM -- 
( yOLI'KE RIGHT.' THERE'S 
RECORD OF AUY SAM JACKSON. 
IN TtWT CASE ITS OKAY TO SO 
ON USING THESE 
LUCKy GLOVES/ 



rue newspapers mm A fts thins] 

qc «£X MORGAN TWO KAYOS OF 
THE CHAMP, ANO Wti$N THE 

■ . ■ , 

(SCAD EC INTO SIGNING A TITLE 
FIGHT WITH THt KID! 




. EVERV TIME I THINK OF HEX - 
, KNOCKING THE CHAMP OUT TWICE JjtfT 
AS 1 PftEPlCTEP, I GET THE JITTEHS.' 
I MUST GET THOSE 50X1NG GLOVES.' , 
~s$ 



Superstitious fop-- 1 HAVPOmO 
PUN At, I mVEPW£L££f TWfftfJg 
STEAL HEX moMAN-S GLoVcS..' BUT 
HE MAP THE GLOlaS GUARVED 

NIGHT AV0 (faff 
IfcK HEflE,dACK r r KNOW YOWoT. 
CO ANYTHING W« A STORY. BUT THt 
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I RACEP HOME 70 T£Y TO SLEEP 
OFF THE GHOULISH FEELING THAT 
WAS SLOWLY EN&ULfING MV SOUL.' 
BUT A KNOCK ON MY POOR 
AWAHENEPME! WHEN I RACEP 
TO OPEN IT, A FEELING OF FRIGHT 
CAME OVER ME AS IF I EXPECTEO 
TOFINP SOMEONE THEREFROM 
ANOTHER WORLD WAITING TO 
POUNCE ON ME I 
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£~P WAITED UNTIL THE FIRE HAD 
2"» BURNT OUT SO I COULD BE 
SURE THAT TUB GLOVES HAD BEEN 
DESTROYED! everything w the 
FURNACE HAD BEEN BURNT TO A 
CRISP.' EVERYTHING— BUT 
THE GLOVES.' 




ALL NI6HT LOUS T HEW 
STARING AT THE GLOYES 
TRYING TO FIGURE OUT HOY/ 
I COULD POSSIBLY DESTROY 
THEM! BUT THE GLOVES 
HAD A TRANSFIXION THAT 
BEFUDDLED ANY . 
CLEAR THOUGHT; 
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JOT A SINGLE. THOUGHT ENTERED W 
' HEAD DURING THE NIGHT, BUT THE 
NEXT MORNING A&. I LEFT THE HOUSE 
WITH THE GLOVES ANP WALKED TO 
MAULER'S GYM. t SPOTTBPA GARBAGE 
DISPOSAL TRUCK HEAPING TOWARP Me 
ANP THAT GAVE ME AN /PEA.' 



WE CNAMR KAPN?T AXRIVEp 1 
-'- TO J SAT DOWN IN A ] 

■-: ■■■■ 

THE NEXT THlNGl KNEW — 




^DV, THIS IS MY LUCKY PAY.' 
FIRST I FINP A TERRIFIC PAIR OF 
BOXING GLOVES OUTSiPF IN THE 
GARBAGE CAN AN I? NfiXT 3 GET 
A JOB SFARRWG WITH .tHE NEW 
CHAMP.' 




PANIC OVERTOOK ME.' THE GLOVES WERE THE 
ONES I HAP THROWN AWAY, AND WHAT WA£ 
ABOUT TO TAKE PLACE IN THE RING MIGHT 
SE THE REST OF THE LEGEND I THOUGHT 
J HAP MADE UP COMING TRUE — HEX 
MORGAN KILLEP BY THE VERY GLOVES WITH 
WHICH HE HAP RILLEP THE CHAMP.' 




AMAZING GIFT OFFER daredevil 



"Send Is Your Name-Get This 
Valuable Encyclopedia Volume 
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.THE RIVALS 



MR, GHIBERTI peeped through the hid- 
den eyehole of his Punch and Judy 
show and cursed to himself. Only three peo- 
ple stood in front of his booth now. When 
he had begun, there were over two dozen. 

And where were they, he asked himself, 
grating his teeth and glancing across the cir-' 
cus grounds to another tent, brightly painted 
and thronged. At Mr. jepetto's, of course! 

Mr. Ghiberti crowded down his anger and 
finished the show, letting Punch save Judy 
from the terrible dragon. He didn't feel like 
it, but he had to. The three members of the 
audience had paid admittance, and cash was 
low with him. In fact, he admitted to himself, 
he had earned so little money that week that 
he was hungry. 

To be hungry was, to the once-plump but 
thinning Mr. Ghiberti, not only a tragedy but 
an outrage. Before Jepetto had come with his 
puppets, money had Rowed into Ghiberti's cash 
box. But now . , . 

Still hungry, after closing his tent, Mr. 
Ghiberti" took his troubles to Mr. Keller, the 
owner of the travelling circus. In Mr. Keller's 
private wagon, he stood up and poured out 
his woes. 

Mr. Keller shrugged. "What can 1 do?" he 
asked. "Jepetto's puppets are a big drawing 
card for the show. That's why I hired him. I 
certainly didn't bring him in as competition 
for you, Ghiberti." He paused and shrugged 
'again, like the business man he was; "And if , 
he is competition — what of it? Is not compe- 
tition the life of trade?" 

"Insofar as Jepetto is concerned, it will be 
the death of me!" Ghiberti said bitterly. 

"There is nothing I can do," Mr. Keller said. 

"Nothing?" Ghiberti asked, "Didn't I have 
the exclusive contract for a puppet show when 
we started out? Didn't I — out of the goodness 
of my heart — allow you to hire Jepetto, by 
allowing my own contract to be breached?" 

Mr. Keller nodded, "All that is true, and I 




am grateful, Ghiberti," he said. "And you will 
not starve. No member of my circus starves. 
We will take care of you." 
"I will not be a beggar!" Ghiberti exclaimed, 



"I i 



list :' 



"So is Jepetto," Keller remarked soberly. 
"Good day, Mr. Ghiberti!" 

Outside the wagon. Ghiberti fumed in im- 
potent anger. He glanced toward Jepetto's tent 
and found it more crowded than ever. Passing 
it on his way back to the tent where his own 
show was housed, he glanced in at the flap. 
The puppets were dancing away merrily. He 
couldn't see Jepetto, of course. Jepetto was 
perched on the alcove above the puppet stage, 
manipulating them. But he could guess Jepet- 
to's smug, satisfied smile as he handled the 
intricate puppet strings, aware that out in 
front was a good, fat audience. In his ears 
were ringing, no doubt, the sounds of silver 
chiming on the cash register stone. 

In that instant Ghiberti's resolve was fixed. 
Now he knew what he would do. A puppet 
show wasn't worth much without puppets. 
Puppets could be destroyed by fire. And in 
Jepetto's tent, as in all the others, hung kero- 
sene lamps, for night use. 

What could be easier, Mr. Ghiberti rumi- 
nated thoughtfully, than to steal, under cover 
of darkness, to Jepetto's storage tent where he 
kept his puppets, throw down the kerosene 
lamp on the straw floor and exit quickly? It 
would be considered an accident. 

And Jepetto would have to leave the show, 
he exulted, sealing the bargain with himself. 
Then Ghiberti would come into his own. 

At midnight he issued forth from his tent 
silently. No one was on the circus grounds as 
he circled ,round Jepetto's tents, listening. 
Nothing stirred within the puppet tent, though 
the lamp burned. In the other tent, he guessed, 
Jepetto was busy over a late supper. 

Silently, stealthily he lifted the tent flap and 
crawled inside. He stared around at the trunks 
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Jepetto used for storing the puppets between 
towns on- the circus route. Then, unhooking 
the kerosene lamp. Ghiberti poured some of 
the liquid it contained on the trunks, some 
on the straw floor. He paused, hearing a burst 
of laughter from the adjoining tent where 
Jepetto was. Evidently, he thought, Jepetto 
was enjoying himself with a few friends. As 
he smashed the lamp groundward, he grinned. 
Jepetto would enjoy nothing, now. 

Quickly he retired to his tent. Within min- 
utes, the alarm was given. Ghiberti, feigning 
surprise, burst from his tent, attired in a night 
shirt, to find Jepetto's tent in flames. He 
watched the roustabouts bring up pails of 
water, saw the tent flare higher in fire, They 
took half an hour to put it out. 

From his tent. Ghiberti smiled. Fire or 
water. What did it matter? Both had now 
ruined Jepetto's puppets. 

In the morning he went to present his con- 
dolences. 

"Come in, Signor." came Jepetto's soft voice 
as Ghiberti rapped sharply on the tent-pole. 

Ghiberti entered. He had never before been 
within the tent. For that matter, he realized. 
Jepetto had never been within his own tent. 
Jepetto visited no one, Ghiberti remembered, 
keeping much to himself. 

Then he gasped. Arrayed around Jepetto as 
he sat at a table were all his puppets, un- 
harmed, neither fire-burned nor water-soaked. 

"You are surprised. Signor?" Jepetto asked. 

Ghiberti was speechless for an instant. 
-Why— why do you ask that?" he began. 

"Because you thought you had destroyed 
them all," Jepetto said. 

"It is a lie!" Ghiberti said indignantly. 

"It is the truth." Jepetto said quietly. He 
pointed lo a puppet. "Randolpho. here; told 
me it was you who came inio my lent 9ttd Btt 
fire to it!" 

"A — a puppet told you?" 

"He had gone back to the puppet tent for 
a bottle of wine," Jepetto said. "It was then 
he saw you. We were — the puppets and I — 
eating in the other tent, hefe." 

"Eating?" Ghiberti said in horror. "Since 
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"My puppets are rather extraordinary," 
Jepetto said, smiling sardonically. "They were 
made by a powerful magician in Italy. Signor. 
They are very lifelike, because they really do 
live, in a way. They are not human, but they 
do eat, breathe and laugh." He sighed. "I owe 
everything I have to the great Zapini who 
created these puppets. Ah. what a genius!" 
His face saddened. "He is dead, of course, but 
these puppets are his monument." 

Something snapped in Ghiberti's brain. He 
clapped his hand to his pocket— hatred, insane 
hatred distorting his face. 

"You are disturbed, Signor?" Jepetto asked. 
"You are afraid I will tell the police? Per- 
haps . . ." 

Ghiberti sprang, the clasp knife in his pocket 
springing open as he drew it. He plunged it 
into Jepetto's breast, again and again! Breath- 
ing heavily, he staggered back. The eyes of 
the puppets followed him, transfixing him like 
a knife. 

Then Jepetto stirred, opening his eyes. 

"You — you live? You — you do not die?" 
Ghiberti whispered hoarsely. 

Jepetto laughed. "Why should I die, Signor 
Ghiberti?" he asked. "I told you of the genius 
of Zapini, did I not?" 

"Z — Zapini? What — what of that?" 

Jepetto put his hand to his head, unsnapped 
something near his- scalp and drew his face 
down. 

Ghiberti stared at the sawdust behind the 
mask. 

6»W T IS only ' Si S nor Ghiberti," Jepetto 

^ said, "that I. myself, am Zapini's mas- . 
terpiece — a puppet puppet-master!" 

Jepetto watched Ghiberti begin to gigE'r 
madly, break down bit by bit, then go insane. 
Slowly, Ghiberti crumpled to the floor. 

As the roustabouts took Ghiberti away, 
Jepetto glanced up from the puppet, Ran- 
dolpho, whose robe he was sewing. 

"Ah, what a pity," he breathed. "Poor Signor 
Ghiberti — it must have been hunger that drove 
him mad!" 

THE END 
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THE WEIRDEST OF ALL THE 
SUPERNATURAL COMIC MAGAZINES 
WOULD DO IT! 
104 ON SALE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTAND 104 



DARKMARK! 




